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any other man's ?   It would be like Mr. Cumberland, who
steals from himself.

Wednesday.

I had written thus far yesterday morning in answer to
a scrap that I had just received from your Ladyship with
the query about AnacTiarsis, and then I had visits till three,
and then I was obliged to dress and go and leave my name
for the houses of Edgcumbe and Hobart2 on their union.
When I came home to dinner, I found your longer letter,
which had been outstripped by its postscript, and it was
then too late to save the post without burning my mouth
from haste, for I am so antiquated as still to dine at four
when I can, though frequently prevented, as many are so
good as to call on me at that hour, because it is too soon for
them to go home and dress so early in the morning.

I did not intend to say a syllable on the King's recovery,
as I have nothing but the crumbs which I pick up from
those who go every morning to receive their daily faith
from the Lord of the Bedchamber at St. James's. I ajn
still less qualified to answer when you ask me where is
truth ? I reply, how should I know it, even if I could tell
where it is ? When Pilate asked wh^t it was, I do not find
that he was informed. Dr. Beattie8 may know better,
perhaps.

Whatever be the King's case, he is to be pitied: yes?
whether he is to be produced, conscious of what has been
his situation, or capable of business, yet to be told he must
not risk engaging in it, or whether he is to be precipitated
back, by undertaking it. Nor is the nation quite un-
deserving compassion, if it is to be subjected to the freaks
of a head that has lost its poise, or to those who insist on

2 The Hon.   Richard Edgcumbe,     Earl of Buckinghamshire,

only son of Lord Mount Edgcumbe,        3 Seattle's Essay on Truth appeared

married (Feb. 21, 1789) Lady Sophia     in 1770.
Hobart, eldest daughter of second

I  2uthor of a History of Greece pub-
